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The Murderer Hears the
Dace Set for His

txecuiion.

DIDN'T WORRY HSM ABIT,

Smiled Just Before the Words
of Doom Were Pronounced

by Judge Maddox,

By Julian Hawthorne.

coated crowd. The weather, or perhaps the
occasion, gave every one a gloomy aspect.
There was an undertone of conversation
everywhere, but no animation or cheerfulness.
At 10:30 Judge Maddox walked quickly

into the room and took his seat upon the
behch. Almost at the same moment, noiselesslyand unobtrusively as ever, Martin
Thorn, handcuffed to his guard by his right
wrist, glided to his seat.

Smiled as He Waited His Doom.
He wore his long black coat and was

neat and smooth as he has always been.
He smiled slightly at his counsel as he
sat down. The man has good manners [for
one in his station.quiet and undemonstrative.He has resolved to bear himself decentlyand with self-command in the public
eye. 'There is a certain human pride and
self-respect even in him.
But, to-day, there was no bravado. Never

did he conduct himself more becomingly
than at this dark hour. He did not glance
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about the court room; he sat looking for-j 1
ward and his face became very grave. The \
officer began to unfasten the handcuff, and
Thorn politely assisted him. Howe, seated t
in front of him, now turned and shook his >]
hand. The old lawyer also wore a very
serious look; there was no jury to play to (
now. (.
"Martin Thori^, stand up." He got quick- T

ly to liis feet. As he stood, stoop-shoul- j
dered, one remarked how long his arms j
were; his hands hung almost to his knees. r

He Had Nothing to Say.
"Have you anything to say why sentence (

of death should not b.e pronounced upon 1
you?" He glanced at Howe, who was also *

standing, and said, shortly, "Nothing!"
"We have already moved for a new trial, i

Your Honor," added Howe. "We have 5
nothing to say." t
A thick, black Bible was now produced, s

Clerk Seaman administered the oath, t
Thorn kissed the book, clumsily, or with a
sort of violence. Then, as laconically as t
might be, in a hoarse voice, he answered s
the questions as to name, age and condition.At request he spelled out his name.
"Are your father and mother living?" g

After a moment's pause he answered:
"Father." Possibly it had passed through
his mind that he was glad his mother was a
no more.
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glided to a door. The panels of the door |
are of glass, and after he had passed out ,
into the corridor, I could still see him slip <.

through the crowd there, and turn, ayd
descend the stairway to the right.
And I shall see him no more. He was a t

human tiger; he committed an inhuman 1

murder; but he has received his sentence,
and henceforth he may claim our silence. \

THORN SMILED AS |
HE WAITED HIS DOOM, c(

Just Before the Words of Death Were i

Uttered He Showed How Much
at Ease He Was.<:

j
The death sentence was pronounced (.11

Martin Thorn by Judge Maddox yesterday.
Thorn heard it man-fashion, with his face j
turned calmly to the Judge, his hands a
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IPPIi PUTS' PRAGUE RIOTERS. |
ixecutioner and His AssistantsEstablished in

Court House.

Prague, Dee. 3..Although the streets
re still patrolled by the military, business
s being gradually resumed.
A military court has been established ut
he Court House, and the local hangman,
is assistants and a priest will remain
here until further orders in order to be
s ady to carry1out death sentences, should
uch steps be necessary. Tin* troops now
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